DEAD LOVE                      85
The lips I used to kiss Are blurred and red, with, stain Of thin blood washed with rain. They will never ope again In love's wild bliss.
I lift his boyish hands
From the heap of yellow curls. They are small and soft as a girl's, And whiter than the pearls Upon sea sands,
His hair is dark and wet, That was once a glory of gold, As a god's in the times of old, Or a cloud wreath of lustrous fold When the sun hath set.
So fairly at my feet He lieth, like a flower Within a woodland bower. 0 drear and bitter hour That killed thee, sweet I
My night hath come.   I go To lead the loveless life Of never wedded wife, 0 weary, deathful life 1 0 weight of woe I